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Jack and Tilly noticed it one evening. 

Swirling around in the sky. 

T3ut they knew what the grown-ups didn’t. 
“That’s magic from when Santa flies by”. 






‘^u see, Qrandad would tell them both stories. 

Tales that the grown-ups don’t teach. 

J[ike the one about Santa’s green magic. 

‘Up there and just out of reach. 
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1 t w as a night like this when it happened:^i^ 

T i 1 1 y had a cheekyfdea. p' ^ 
vf that real ly is Christmas magic. \ 

L^t’s Catch some and bring it down here”. , 







A pickle jar should do the trick. 




















They 
stuck it 
on top 
of the 
world’s 
tallest 


pole. 


^Vfade from string and tape and sticks. 
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The pair could 
hardly believe it. 
Grandad’s story 
turned out 
to be true. 
They had a 
jar of Santa’s 
green magic 
They both knew 
what Qrandad 
would do. 



“Jet’s spread the magic” 
said Tilly. 

“^We can sprinkle 
it everywhere”. 

This Christmas would 
be extra special. 

"Because they decided to share. 
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^ith matching Jumper, baubles and hat. 


They 
sprinkled 
a drop 
onto 

Grumbles. 


The friendly family cat. 

He instantly turned 
more Christmassy. 
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Jack and Tilly 

were having a blast 
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At the end of the 
street is a big house. 

With no lights, 
no laughter, no cheer. 

Qrumpy SVfr Jones 
never liked Christmas. 
“ Jt’s the same old 
rubbish every year”. 



Jack took a 
great big handful. 

And threw magic 

right at the door. 




AVith a bang the 
magic exploded. 

into a sight you’ve 

not seen before 





























The house started 


transforming. 

Jt became covered 

in icing and sweets. 

VJ Jones could hardly 
’.iik'n believe it. 





“ ^hat a yummy...mmm...scrummy 

...mmm... Christmassy treat”. 













































The jar of magic was now empty. 
Tilly felt sad and went up to bed. 

The fun and games were all over... 

But Jack remembered what Grandad once said. 






















“Jfyou ever 
run out of magic. 
Just wait until 
ten past ten. 



That’s when 
Santa pops to 
the shops. 
There’ll be magic 
in the sky 
around then”. 
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f/o/.V ^ lights in the sky- 
It’s the iMAGlC 
































































The £nd 





